
The Tragedy of Hamlet 

fliew yon more, for looke where my abridgement com es. 

Enter the flayers. 

If am. You are welcome matters, welcome all, I am glad to ft; 
theevvell,welcomegood friends; oh old friend! why thyfacei$ 
valanc’d fince I faw thee laft , com’ft thou to beard mee in Der„ 
marke ? what my young Lady and Miftrefle my Lady your Ladi- 
fhip is neercr to heaven than when I faw you laft by the altitude 
of a.chopine, pray God your voice, like a peece of uncurrant gold, 
be not crackt within the ring : matters you are all welcome, wee’ll 
e’en to’t like friendly Faukners , flye at any thing wee lee, wee’ll 
have a fpeech ftraic , come give us a tafte of your quality, come a 
paffionate Ipeech. 

Player. What Ipeech my good Lord ? 

Ham . I heard thee fpeake me a fpeech once,but it was never a- 
61 ed, or if it was, not above once, for the play I remember pleafed 
not the million, ’twascaviary to the generall, but it was as I recei- 
ved it and ochers , whole judgements in luch matters cried in the 
top of mine , an excellent play , well digefted in the fcenes,fet 
downe with as much modefty as cunning. I remember one faid 
there were no fallets in the lines to make the matter lavoury.nor 
no matter in the phrafc that might indite the author ofaffeftion, 
but cali’d it an honeft method, as wholelome asfweet,and by very 
much more handlome than fine ; one Ipeech in’t I chiefly loved, 
’cvvas tsEneas talketo Dido, and thereabout of it elpecially when 
he lpeakes of Priams flaughter,ifit live in your memory begin ac 
this line,let me lee, let me lee, the rugged Pyrrhus like th’ircanian 
Beaft,’ tis not it begins with Pyrrhus. The rugged Pyrrhus, hee 
Twhofe liable armes, 

Blacke as hispurpofe did the night refemblc. 

When he lay couched in th’ominous horfe, 

Hath now his dread and blacke -completion finear'd 
With Heraldry more dilmall head to foot : 

Now is he totall Gules, horridly trickt 

With blood of fathers, mothers, daughters, fonnes, 

Bak’d and embafted with the parching ftreets. 

That lend a tyrannous and a damned light 
To their Lords murder, rotted in wrath and fire, 

And thus ore-cifed with coaguate gore, 

With 
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(prince of Denmark©; 

With eyes like Carbuncle, the helli ^Pyrrhus 
Old^ranfire Priam feekes j lb proceed you. 

/V.Fore God my Lord well fpoken, with good accent and good 
play. Anon he finds him f'dilcretion^ 

Striking too fhort at Greekes, his anticke fword 
Rebellious to his arme, lyes where it falls. 

Repugnant to command » unequall matcht, 

Pyrrhus at Priam drives , in rage ftrikes wide, 

Bnt with the vvhiffe and winde of his fell fword 
Th’unnerved father falls. 

Seeming to feele this blow, with flaming top 
Stoops to bis bale, and with a hideous crafti 
Takes priloner Pyrrhus eare : for loe his fword. 

Which was declining on the milky head 
Ofreverent Priam, leem’d i'th ayre to fticke. 

So as a painted tyrant Pyrrhus ftood, 

Likea neutrall to his will and matter. 

Did nothing: 

But as we often lee againft fome ftorme, 

A filence in the heavens,the rackes Hand ftill. 

The bold wind Ipeechlefle , and the orbe below 
As hufh as death, anon the dreadfull thunder 
Doth rend the region : fo after Pyrrhus pawle, 

A rowfcd vengeance fetshim new aworke. 

And never did the Cyclops hammers fall, 

On M ars his armour, forg’d for proofe eterne. 

With lefleremorfe than Pyrrhus bleeding Iword 
Now fa 11s on Priam. 

Out, out, thou ftrumpet Fortune ! all you gods 
In generall fynod take away her power, 

Breake all the Ipokes and felloes from her wheele. 

And boule the round nave downe the hillofheaven. 

As low as to the fiends. 

■Po/. This is too long. 

Ki. It lhall to the Barbers with your beard : prethee lay on, he’s 
ror a jig, or a tale of bawdry, or he fleeps j fav on, come to Hecuba. 
Play. But who, ah woe had leene tne mobled Queene. 
Ham.Tho mobled Queene ! 

j P Pelt, 
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